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GOLD AND TINSEL. 



Pabt I. 

i. 

Tis Christmas Eve, bat Amy, 

Weighed down by one fierce blow, 
Heeds not the festive season, 

Or the hours come and go. 
Was it indeed this morning 

The crael letter came, 
That seemed to crush the very life 

From out her girlish frame ? 

n. 

Only a few short hours ! 

It seemed to her long yean, 
Since from her path all joy had fled ; 

Yes, e'en the joy of tears. 

B 



A 
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When, sitting in the moonlight, 
She drew it forth once more, 

And in her bitter agony 
Conned the words o'er and o'er. 



m. 

Yes, " he had always liked her ; " 

Oh ! cruel, cruel fall, 
Had he indeed but liked her, 

While she had given all ? 
Oh ! keen humiliation, 

Oh ! bitter, bitter pain, 
To know that she had been deceived, 

Her loving all in vain. 



rv. 

To know that she had gi'en her heart 

Where it had ne'er been sought ; 
Ah ! those alone who've felt can know 

The bitterness it brought. 
But, had he only liked her ? 

She thought on pleasant hours, 
Which they had passed so happily, 

Among the sweet spring flowers : 
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V. 

On the many long, sweet rambles, 

In the clear summer eves ; 
Or, when the softly sighing winds 

Stirred the bright autumn leaves : 
On the dreamy winter evenings, 

Too short, although so long, 
When they had read some witching tale, 

Or sung some sweet old song. 

VI. 

And what had meant he many times, 

When, drawing her to his heart, 
He whispered that a day would come 

When they no more should part ? 
What mean so many, many things, 

That, like some magic spell, 
Can bless and brighten all our lives ? 

Our hearts alone can tell. 

vn. 

And Amy, glancing backwards, 
Some comfort gained at last, 

Although she knew, too surely knew, 
Her bright, sweet dream was paa\> — 

b2 
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The dream of home and husband, 
Of love and peace and rest, 

Where children's little guileless lips 
Should to her lips be pressed : 



vm, 

Where children's happy voices 

Should breathe the one sweet word, 
" Mother," than which no sweeter 

By woman e'er is heard. 
How could she live and bear it ? 

Gone was her morning bright, 
Gone was the midday splendour, 

Left but the dull, dark night. 



IX. 

Ah f would that it were some dark dream, 

From which she might awake ; 
Oh ! soul immortal, nobly bear, 

True heart, be still or break. 
For now came a new agony, 

Nor from it could she flee, 
Another one would All the place 

Where she so longed to be : 
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X. 

Another one would head his board, 

Another be his wife, 
Another was his chosen Mend, 

And comforter for life. 
Another ! in her agony, 

She almost wished to die ; 
While from her heart went up to Heaven 

One great, imploring cry. 

XI. 

" Oh, Father, Jesu, Saviour, 

Look down and pity me ! 
What have I done to suffer so ? 

What will my future be ?" 
Then softly on the midnight air 

Broke the sweet Christmas bells, 
Sending their glad, exulting strains 

O'er valleys, hills, and dells. 

xn. 

They entered that one tiny room, 

And to the sufferer there, 
It seemed that they were sent by Heaven, 

In answer to her prayer, 
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To speak of faith and hope and rest, 

Of love that never fails, 
That love before whose mighty power 

All earthly passion pales. 



xm. 



And the calm, sweet Gospel message 

Brought soothing and relief, 
Brought balm to the poor wounded heart, 

And stilled her wildest grief. 
It caused all self-reproach to flee, 

The blessed tears to flow, 
And whispered of a brighter home 

Than any here below. 



XIV. 

And lowly sinking on her knees, 

In pleading voice she cried : 
" Father ! teach obedience, 

Though one gift is denied. 
Subdue my wayward, stubborn heart, 

Fill it with love divine ; 
Crush out all jealous feelings, Lord, 

And bind my will to Thine. 
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XV. 

# 

" Teach me to love unselfishly, 

To joy in others' joy ; 
Give me true peace, Thy peace, Lord ! 

That nothing can destroy. 
Oh ! wash me in my Saviour's blood, 

Cleanse thou my soul from guilt ; 
To Thee I dedicate my life, 

Do with me as Thou wilt." 

XVI. 

And ere the words were uttered, 

Surely the answer came ; 
For rising, gently, quietly, 

She breathed the loved one's name. 
" Hubert I Heaven bless you, 

And bless your high-born bride." 
Surely her love would bless them too, 

Since it was sanctified. 

xvn. 

And though she knew another held 

The first place in his heart, 
Although in all the wide, wide world 

They might be far apart, 
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Yet, still she would remember him, 
Still breathe his name in prayer, 

And only ask one boon of Heaven — 
To meet and know him there. 



Part IX 



i. 

The sweet Spring day is over, 

All nature sinks to rest — 
Best to the heavy-laden ones, 

And weary hearts so blest — 
Best from life's strife and turmoil, 

From trouble and from care ; 
'Tis sweet to lay our burdens down, 

And breathe our evening prayer. 

n. 

'Tis sweet to stretch our tired limbs, 

To close our eyes in sleep, 
To know that watch around our beds 

Our guardian angels keep, 
To know that He who slumbers not 

Will still keep watch and ward ; 
Ah, yes 1 'tis sweet, e'en when we sleep, 

To feel Thy presence, Lord. 
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m. 

But Laura, Lady Laura, 

The old Earl's joy and pride, 
Young, beautiful, and nobly born, 

Hubert's affianced bride, 
Sits in her splendid chamber, 

Nor seeks her downy bed. 
Over the costly furniture 

The lamp's soft lustre shed, 

IV. 

Over the spotless bridal robe, 

Over the snowy veil, 
Over the purely gleaming pearls, 

Telling the morrow's tale — 
The tale so often, often told, 

New and yet still the same, 
A fair girl leaves her childhood's home, 

And takes another's name : 



v. 

She passes from her parents' care, 

All empty leaves her place, 
'Mid smiles and tears, she ventures forth, 

Another's home to grace, 
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To share another's hopes and fears, 
Another's joys and woes, 

She knows his love is all untried, 
Untested, yet she goes. 



VI. 

And Laura, on her bridal eve, 

Sits musing on the past ; 
What wonder if a few regrets 

To bygone days are cast. 
Not many : Lady Laura, 

With her fair, patrician face, 
Her noble birth and lineage, 

Would fill a higher place. 



vn. 

She longs to shine in the great world, 

To take her station there ; 
To reign the season's peerless queen, 

The fairest of the fair ; 
To know that great and noble ones 

Bend at my lady's shrine, 
Perchance, indeed, to entertain 

E'en some of royal line. 
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vm. 

No height she deems impossible 

By wealth to be attained ; 
Money has been her one great lack, 

To morrow 'twill be gained. 
Her beauty and her noble birth 

She'll give for Hubert's gold — 
A fair exchange ; it matters not 

That two young lives be sold : 

IX. 

It matters not, what recks the world, 

If wealth and rank are there, 
That bleeding hearts and broken vows 

Lie hideous and bare. 
"What recks it, if gay jewels flash, 

That eyes once bright are dull, 
That hearts are sinking 'neath a pain 

Which death alone can lull. 



x. 

What recks it ? what recked Laura, 

Even had she been told 
Another held her husband's heart, 

If she possessed his gold? 
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If she but held the talisman 

Into the world so bright, 
And might look down with queenly grace 

From off some giddy height. 



XI. 

woman 1 shallow-hearted, 

Gay, frivolous, and vain, 
With thoughts for only rank and wealth, 

What will thy husband gain ? — 
A toy, a doll, a butterfly, 

With which to pass his life ; 
A plaything with a pretty face, 

But surely not a wife. 



xn. 

A wife, ah, no 1 for never yet 

Was bought at such a price 
The best and sweetest gift of God 

To man in paradise. 
A woman pure and simple, 

A comforter and friend, 
One with whose gentle nature 

Man's sterner one can blend : 



GOLD AND TINSEL. 21 

xm. 

One who can soothe his sorrows, 

Who in his joys can share, 
Can rule his house with wisdom mild, 

And make all pleasant there : 
One who can give him love for love, 

Can give him life for life, 
Can give him heart in change for heart, 

She only is a wife. 



XIV. 

They come from out the holy fane, 

The bridegroom and the bride, 
The sacred marriage rite is o'er, 

The nuptial knot is tied — 
His gold to her high family ; 

Hark how the joy bells ring, 
While down before the wedded pair 

The choicest flowers they fling. 

xv. 

Hubert ! false and cruel, 
With heart, of flint or stone, 

Does conscience never whisper, 
God will avenge His own? 
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Does no thought pass all lovingly 

To that one far away, 
Who in her pure unselfishness 

Is praying for you to-day ? 

XVI. 

Alas ! that gold should be so prized, 

And hearts be held so cheap ; 
Enough in very truth to make 

A Christian nation weep, 
That souls for which a Saviour died 

Should bartered be for gold, 
That lives for which His blood was paid 

Should thus be bought and sold ! 



Part III. 
i. 



'Tis Autumn, lovely Autumn, 

And through our happy lantt 
The ripe and golden harvest sheaves 

In all their fulness stand ; 
With tints red, green, and yellow, 

Are decked the forests fair ; 
The singing of the gleaners 

Is borne upon the air. 
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n. 

The sun, the glorious Autumn sun, 

Is sinking in the west ; 
His rays of gold and crimson 

On all the landscape rest ; 
They gild the little village church, 

Light up the trophied aisle, 
Best on the humble cottage home, 

The mansion's stately pile. 

m. 

But over the proud building 

A shadow hangs to-day, 
With boding wings spread out to bear 

One from life's toil away. 
The fevered blood is coursing 

All madly through his veins ; 
His reason is unseated, 

And in her stead there reigns 

rv. 

A fierce and cruel fancy, 
That worketh on his brain, 

And bringeth back the bygone years — 
Their pleasure and keen pain ; 



24 GOLD AND TINSEL. 

For now he wanders happily 
With Amy by his side, 

And now again he sweareth 
Laura shall be his bride. 



v. 

He loves pure, gentle Amy, 

But much is needed here, 
And rank and style and beauty 

To his proud heart are dear. 
Laura can bring so many things 

Into the marriage mart, 
Amy can give him nothing 

Save her true, trusting heart. 



VI. 

And now with frequent raving, 

Tossing from side to side, 
He tells how all his nobler part 

He sacrificed to pride ; 
How for a few brief honours 

He cast his life away, 
And sowed the bitter harvest 

Which he has reaped to-day. 
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vn. 

But now a change comes o'er him, 

With many a weary moan 
He tells how Lady Laura 

Left him to die alone. 
Alone 1 ah, no ! though Laura 

Has from infection fled, 
A gentle woman hovers 

Around his dying bed. 

vm. 

Calmly she smoothes his pillows, 

Kindly she soothes his woe, 
Nor wife, nor child, nor mother 

Gould fonder care bestow ; 
As for his burning forehead, 

The cooling cloth she dips ; 
And now with gentle tenderness, 

Moistens the poor parched lips. 

ix. 

Ten years has she devoted, 

Ten years of her young life, 
To tend the sick, the dying soothe, 

In the last mortal strife ; 

o 
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While many a murmured blessing 
Has fallen on her head, 

And many a dying sinner 
Has she to Jesus led. 



x. 

Then wherefore does she tremble, 

Why do the hot tears start, 
What means her shrinking manner, 

Her throbbing, beating heart ? 
Only that thoughts and feelings, 

For long years hid away, 
Hopes, fears, and joys, and sorrows, 

Are strangely stirred to-day. 



XI. 



The one love of her girlhood, 

Is raging in her heart, 
And vainly does she struggle, 

To bid the dream depart. 
Oh, love ! pure, true, and deathless, 

Who shall thy power sing, 
That over all our hearts and lives 

Such firm, strong chains can fling ? 
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xn. 

The time drags on all heavily 

Upon its weary way, 
And many a restless hour 

Has passed since close of day, 
When Hubert ceases raving, 

And gently sinks to sleep, 
And Amy, yes, 'tis Amy, 

Dares silently to weep : 

xm. 

To weep o'er fond hopes blighted, 

The wreck of two young lives, 
Although for erring Laura, 

To make excuse she strives : 
" She never had intended 

To act this cruel part; 
She sold her youth and title, 

But could not sell her heart. 



XIV. 

" And so when danger threatened, 
She coldly turned and fled, 

Leaving her place to stranger nurse, 
Beside his dying bed." 

c 2 
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And faithfully she watches, 
His pulse is weak and low, 

Oh I for one hour of consciousness, 
In which to ask and know 



xv. 

That they shall meet hereafter, 

In yon bright world of light, 
That he is passing happily 

To that fair land to-night. 
The hour is granted: quietly, 

Just at the break of day, 
When morn's first dawning chases 

Night's darkest shades away, 



XVI. 

To consciousness he wakens, 

And with a faint, glad smile, 
Although the tears are standing 

Within his eyes the while, 
He murmurs " Amy ! " " Hubert I " 

She answers soft; and low, 
And in the faintly- whispered words, 

Both joy and sorrow flow. 
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xvn. 

Shall human laws divide them, 

Shall marriage longer part ? 
Ah, no I and for one moment's space 

True heart is pressed to heart ; 
While lips meet lips all lovingly, 

In blissful mute caress ; 
Words were too weak and powerless, 

Their feelings to express. 

XVlli. 

He knows, for him, alas I too late, 

That he has freedom sold, 
Taking the worthless tinsel, 

Leaving the pure wrought gold; 
And she, no shame or sorrow 

Is mingled with her joy, 
The gift she asked is given her, 

Cleansed of all base alloy. 



No hope is on this side the grave, 
Their parting this will be ; 

But they shall walk together, 
Beside the jasper sea. 
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Yes I in God's own bright heaven, 
This sordid world above, 

Where rank and wealth are needed not, 
Where all, yes I all, is love. 



*» 
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ONWAKD AND UPWARD. 

Onwabd and upward, oh ! why dost thou linger 
Here 'mong the haunts of the dying and dead ? 

Why dost thou loiter 'mid sorrow and sighing ? 
Onward and upward, there's glory a-head ! 

Onward and upward, why art thou delighted 
With pleasures and joys of this earthly career ? 

Why not be marching when Jesus is calling, 
" Onward and upward, there's room fo* thee 
here." 

Onward and upward, oh ! why dost thou trifle ? 

Seeking the baubles that soon will decay ? 
Why not be hasting away from earth's follies ? 

Onward and upward, why should' st thou delay ? 

Onward and upward, oh ! make this thy motto — 
Cling not to earth and its pleasures, though fair ; 

Onward I for angels are waiting to bear thee 
Upward to heaven, all glory is taste Y 



( » ) 



A NEW YEAR'S GREETING. 

A glad New Year to thee, my love ! 

May all be bright and clear, 
And nought arise to trouble thee 

Through all the coming year. 

The last year had its troubles, love, 
But these have passed away ; 

Not so the joys that it hath brought — 
These, these shall last for aye. 

For in the past, the last glad year, 
Thou taught'st my soul to love, 

And taught me there was heaven below, 
As well as heaven above. 

And ever in the heaven, love, 
That thou hast brought to me, 

I'll bask and live until it fade 
Into eternity. 
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Then once again, a glad New Year, 

And happy may'st thou be ; 
May Providence her blessings shed, 

And God watch over thee. 



♦ 
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HAVE YOU A FEIEND ? 

Have you a friend ? 'Tis hard to find 

One who is tried and true ; 
One who at all times is the same, 

And firmly clings to you. 

Have you a friend, no flatterer, 

One who will always speak 
With honesty and truthfulness 

When his advice you seek ? 

Have you a friend to sympathise 

In every joy and woe, 
To love in health, and fondly nurse 

Should sickness lay you low ? 

Have you a friend to whom your heart 

Can ever opened be, 
To whom your every thought and word 

Is unreserved and free ? 
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Have you a friend — one to recall, 

Whene'er your footsteps stray 
From out the path of holiness, 

Into the broader way ? 

Have you this Friend ? Tis the best gift 
Of earth that Heaven e'er gave ; 

For though all else may fade and die, 
He lives beyond the grave. 

And this best gift; to heaven above 

Another link shall lend ; 
For friends on earth together there 

Eternity shall spend. 



-# 
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GONE, BUT NOT FOE EVER. 

Gone, but not gone for ever, 

The little star-like flowers ; 
They shall bloom again when the frost is o'er. 
When the wintry winds shall return no more. 
When their songs in the woodlands the birds shall 

And brighten this world of ours. [pour, 

Gone, yet not gone for ever, 

The birds of the joyous wing ; 
Although for the present afar they roam, 
Where the sun is bright and the wafers foam, 
With spring they'll return to their northern home, 

Our woods with their music ring. 

Gone, yet not gone for ever, 

The light of the setting sun 
And the rainbow tints that illumined the sky— 
They'll return again in the by-and-by ; 
For nature's beauties shall never die, 

While years do their courses run. 
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Gone, yet not gone for ever, 
The friends that were once so dear ; 
Although upon earth they are changed and cold, 
And friendship's tie can no longer hold, 
We shall meet again in the heavenly fold, 
And be dearer than ever here. 

Gone, yet not gone for ever, 
The voices we loved on earth ; 
Though they mingle their song with the angel band, 
Far, far away, in the Spirit Land, 
We shall meet again on the happy strand, 
And join in their holy mirth. 

They are ours — yes, ours for ever, 
Then hope, and despair no more ; 
For we follow along in the narrow way, 
To the land of glory and perfect day, 
And ever carol the joyous lay, 

" Not lost, but gone before." 



* 
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IN THE TWILIGHT. 

In the twilight, Lady Eva, 

Heiress to a vast domain, 
Bested on a couch of velvet, 

On her brow a look of pain. 
Fairyland the chamber seemed, 

All things were so rich and rare, 
Yet like some fair jewel 'mong them 

Was the maiden resting there. 

In her all-unconscious beauty, 

In her robes of snowy white, 
Sure she was a goodly picture 

To have charmed an artist's sight. 
Still she murmured, softly, sadly, 

With a little, weary moan, 
"E'en among the pomp of riches 

'Tis not well to be alone. 

" True it is that many seek me, 
Seek to wed me for my gold ; 
Oh ! how fruitless is their wooing, 
For their love is forced and cold." 



IN THE TWILIGHT. 

Then she thought upon another, 
Who had won her ere he knew 

That she was my Lady Eva, 
Heiress to Lord Fortescue. 

At the thought her heart beat quicker, 

And her blue eyes sparkled bright, 
As she murmured in her gladness, 
" He shall know the truth to-night : 
Does he think that wealth can part us, 

Does he deem my love grown cold, 
Does he dream that Eva Maxwell 
E'er will sell herself for gold ? 

v Far away be such a vision, 

Such a false and wretched life ; 
Surely one who thus could marry 

Dare not claim the name of wife I " 
Quickly rising, from a bouquet 

One white rose she drew away, 
And without a word she sent it 

To the loved one, Earnest Gray. 

Once again, within the twilight, 

With another by her side, 
He the proud and happy bridegroom, 

She the youthful, loving bride. 
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Thus we find the Lady Eva, 
Not as when we saw her last ; 

Now no sorrow clouds her spirit, 
From her brow all shade has passed. 

Earnest's arm is passed around her, 
And he bends her head above, 

As with face upturned she whispers, 

" What is wealth compared to love ? 

What is wealth with all her pleasures ? 
Earthly joys may fade and flee, 

But one joy, and this is ours, 
Love — shall last eternally." 



£► 
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LINES ON THE DEATH OP H.B.H. THE 

PRINCE CONSORT. 

i. 
'Twas in thy palace, England, 

My own, my native land, 
When all things else were smiling, 

When Christmas was at hand, 
That in a darkened chamber 

Gathered a little band : 

n. 
A band of weeping watchers 

Around the dying bed 
Of the loving and the loved one, 

The pride of England's head ; 
While courtiers stand in sadness, 

Or move with noiseless tread. 

m. 
The rising star of Britain, 

The nation's firstborn son, 
Stands gazing on his parent, 

Whose journey here is done, 
His own young life scarce budding, 

His race but just begun. 

D 
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IV. 

And there his two young sisters, 

Who vainly turn aside, 
• To quell their deep emotion, 

Their tears from all to hide, — 
Called to yield up so early 

Their guardian and guide. 

v. 

God grant the fiery trial. 

Through which they passed that day, 
May teach them all that earthly joys 

And glories pass away, 
And lead them to look upward 

While here on earth they stay. 

•vi 
But another and a dearer 

Watches that ebbing life ; 
And who shall tell the struggle, 

The still more bitter strife, 
That passes through the bosom 

Of her, his gentle wife. 

vn. 
As she stoops with eager fondness 

To catch the words he saith, 
To her the last one spoken, 

E'en with his dying breath : 
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The last f oh, crushing anguish i 

Before the sleep of death. 

vra. 
Now through the lofty corridors. 

But lately so serene, 
Nothing is heard but sobbing, 

Nothing but weeping seen ; 
The noble one is taken, 

The consort of our Queen. 

IX. 

And though all nature smileth, 
Though all the world looks fair, 

Gladness is turned to anguish, 
Pleasure to woe and care. 

Hark I 'tis the death knell tolling 

Out through the midnight air. 

x. 
Britain, draw down thy banners, 

A mournful silence keep, 
Let pleasure be forgotten 

In sorrow true and deep ; 
One of thy noblest taken — 

Star of the ocean, weep i 

XI. 

And for our royal mistress 

Let all unite to pray, 
Orphaned but as yesterday, 

And widowed as to-day, 

d 2 
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That God in His great mercy, 
Th' destroyer's hand will stay. 

xn. 
And Christmas bells for ever, 

"When your glad chimes ye ring, 
And merry carol-singers, 

This anthem ye shall sing — 
" Man that is born of woman, 

Rejoice with trembling." 

xm. 
And thou, oh, great and noble one ! 

To all thy people dear, 
Let their true, heart-felt sorrow 

Thy widowed bosom cheer, 
Steal from thy heart its anguish, 

And from thine eye the tear. 

XIV. 

And let one glad thought cheer thee, 
E'en in this dark, sad day, 

'Twas God who gave the treasure, 
'Twas He who took away ; 

And He will still support thee, 
Will be thy strength and stay. 

xv. 

And know, oh, Princess Alice ! 
For all thy faith and care 
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Of her, thy noble mother, 

A nation's love you share, 
And many a blessing down it calls 

Upon thy brow so fair. 

XVI. 

And when around thee, Princess, 

Strange banners shall unfurl, 
The proud, true love of Britain 

Shall still towards thee turn ; 
For think not we can e'er forget 

Our noble English girl. 

xvn. 
Then let us sing hosannahs 

To Him whose name is love, 
Who rules the mighty universe 

From His bright throne above ; 
And pray that this our sorrow 

May for His glory prove. 

xvm. 
Pray that the God who dealt the blow 

And caused that breath to cease, 
May through our Queen's dominions 

His kingdom still increase. 
So, with a nation's blessing crowned, 

Prince Albert, rest in peace I 
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A WELCOME TO THE BELLS. 

MIDDLESBBO', APBTL, 1864. 

Welcome, thrice welcome, merry bells, 
Ye tell of days now flown ; 

Your music brings to memory 
My childhood's early home. 

And, with that home, a thousand joys 
That rilled its peaceful shrine ; 

And what — oh I what would I not give 
Once more to call them mine : 

Once more to feel a mother's lips 
• In love pressed on my brow ; 
Or else to know that I was loved 
With love as changeless now. 

But joys so great, so pure as these, 

For me can never last ; 
And all the gladness that ye bring 

Is numbered with the past. 
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Yet, still ring forth, ye peaceful bells, 

Upon the Sabbath air ! 
And call, with sweet and solemn tones, 

Unto the house of prayer. 

And gladly, joyfully peal forth 

The merry wedding chime, 
If ye but tell of hearts now joined 

That will not change with time. 

Or, should some other joyful theme 
Gall forth your gladsome cheer, 

Ring out, ring out in harmony, 
Your music loud and clear I 

And when, with deep and solemn voice, 

The muffled bell is tolled, 
Tell of a spirit gone to rest 

Within the Saviour's fold. 

Then, once again, with heart and voice, 

Thrice welcome, merry bells ! 
Though many a joy, long passed away, 

Again your music tells. 
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TO LOUIS. 

*Thou art bright as the beams of the morning, 

Oh i child, in thy innocent glee, 
With thy brow so fair, 
And thy golden hair, 

And the light of thy deep bine e'e. 

Thou art gay as some bird of the woodland, 

When fairy bells merrily peal, 
With thy winning ways, 
And thy childish lays, 

And thy smile that is ever seen. 

Thou art gentle as some bright visitant 
Gome down from the realms above, 

To fetter us all 

In a happy thrall, 
With the silvery cords of love. 

Thou are pure as the valley lily — 
God grant that thou may'st ever be ; 

May no pleasure spoil, 

^Lnd no earth-stain soil, 

This, Louis, my prayer for thee. 
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Unto thee, earth is now all brightness ; 

By its cares thou must yet be tried, 
\ *\And though beaten sore, 
May its fires pass o'er, 

And thy gold but be purified. 

For then, when thy course shall be finished, 
And from hence thou art called away, 

Thou shalt join the blest, 

In the land of rest, 
And sing of God's glory for aye. 



* 
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TWO PICTURES. 

I saw in the early morning, 

Around a tiny bed, 
A band of weary watchers 

Weep o'er the infant dead. 
And I knew that their hearts were bowed with grief, 

As they gazed on that baby fair, 
Whose sojourn among them had been so brief — 
He had withered away like some frail spring leaf, 

In earth's sin-tainted air. 
And they laid him to rest in a quiet nook, 

'Neath the drooping willow-trees, 
Beached not by mirth, 
Or a sound of earth, 

Save the birds and the evening breeze. 

Again I saw in a vision, 

In the mansions of the blest, 
The form of our little Louis, 

In light and glory dressed. 
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And I know that he dwelleth for evermore 

In the light of a perfect day, 
And I know that his sorrow and pain are o'er — 
That our darling is really but gone before, 

To beckon us on our way. 
And there he waiteth to welcome us, 

"When we join the glorious band — 
In that land so bright, 
'Mid the saints of light, 

Near the throne, at God's right hand. 



* 
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THOU. 

Theee were words in anger spoken, . 

But must they part for aye ? 
My life is gone, though I appear 

The gayest of the gay. 
I join the dance, and trill the song, 

Beside life's festive stream ; 
And others never deem the while 
I am not what I seem. 

They know not that my heart is thine, 

Though kindly words are theirs ; 
They know not that a smile may hide 

Ten thousand thousand cares. 
They think that I am like the rest, 

As fickle and as free ; 
They know not that my every wish 

Is linked with thoughts of thee. 

Yet though my mirth is forced and false, 

A ray of hope still gleams ; 
For often in the silent night 

Thou com'st to me in dreams : 
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And then, as in the days gone by, 

Thy lips to mine are pressed, 
Thine arms are round me fondly twined, 

My head leans on thy breast. 

And in thy clasp, thy magic clasp, 

My life-blood seems to thrill, 
As when the gentle zephyr plays 

Upon some mountain rill. 
And then thy voice, thine own loved voice, 

Falls on my raptured ear, 
Telling that all shall be forgiven — 

That I have nought to fear. 

But while I weep glad tears of joy, 

Thy phantom form has passed ; 
Oh ! would that it were not a dream — ■ 

Would it could ever last. 
Yet thus it is that o'er my path 

A ray of hope still gleams ; 
Ah ! 'tis but lately I have known 

The blessedness of dreams. 



<& 
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A WARNING. 

Think twice before 'tis given, 
That plighted hand of thine ; 

Think twice before thine all is placed 
On that unhallowed shrine. 



Will gold suffice for happiness, 

Falsehood for noble truth, 
Shall tottering steps and hoary age 

Mate with thy love and youth ? 

Think'st thou the chain will gall the less 

Because its links are gold ; 
Or that 'twill seem when set with gems 

Less irksome or less cold ? 

Canst thou that proud spirit curb 

To bend to and obey 
One whom thou know'st thou lovest not, 

For lite, day after day ? 
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Will no fond memory ever pass 

Across thy soul again, 
Because upon thy youthful brow 

There gleams a diadem ? 

Will no deep longing for the past 

Within thine heart arise, 
To pale the lustre of thy gems 

Or dim those hazel eyes ? 

Canst thou before God's altar go, 

A lie upon thy tongue, 
And move with firm, unfaltering steps 

The bridal guests among ? 

Art thou then so insensible 

To love, peace, joy, and woe, 
That thou would' st every hope of earth, 

Yea, heaven itself forego ? 

For what ? Oh ! earth is pitiless, 

And thou art all too bold ; 
A title and a coronet, 

A little worthless gold. 

Then pause and ponder well the cost, 

Before thou seal thy fate ; 
Bemember, I have warned thee, 

And 'tis not yet too late. 
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THE WARNING UNHEEDED, FIVE YEARS 

AFTER. 

See, the young and haughty countess 

In her boudoir sits alone, 
Looking back, in dreamy sadness, 

To the halcyon years long flown : 

To the years of happy girlhood, 
When her hand and heart were free, 

And she gazed into the future, 
Wondering what her life would be : 

And she thought how life was offered, 

And a future bright unrolled, 
By one true and noble-hearted, 

While to her his love was gold. 

Yes ! to her 'twas gold and jewels, 

Till a richer suitor came — 
Came and lit her youthful spirit 

With ambition's ruinous flame. 
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Then she coldly turned from Herbert, 

And his deep, true love reviled ; 
But upon her lordly suitor 

Evermore she fawned and smiled. 

So he led her to the altar, 
Spite of friendly warnings given ; 

And she placed, in one short moment, 
Heaps of gold 'twixt her and heaven. 

Five long years have now passed over 

Since that bridal morning fair, 
And she yet maintains existence : 

'Tis not life, this still despair. 

For she learnt, by fiery teaching, 
That the heart is more than gold — 

That it is a priceless jewel, 
Neither to be bought nor sold. 

Then a deep, sick longing seized her 
For a home that might have been, 

For a heart, and for a cottage, 
Where she might have reigned the queen. 

Yet, why murmur ? she had chosen — 

Chosen gold instead of love ; 
Wherefore should she sit repining 

Like some weary, stricken dove ? 

E 
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Bat a servant comes to seek her, 

So her reverie is o'er : 
" Visitors to see my lady," 

Was the message that he bore. 

Then she rose, a haughty grandeur 

On her fair, Madonna face, 
While her listless, easy manner, 

Changed to one of stately grace. 

Down the broad old staircase swept she, 

Not a shadow on her brow ; 
That the world should see and envy 

Was her one, unbroken vow. 



* 
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THE BATTLE OP THERMOPYL^I. 



i. 



See the brave Leonidas go forth to meet the foe — 
To check the tyrant's conquest — to lay the mighty 

low; 
He cares not what their numbers are, or what 

their strength may be, 
But swears an oath by Jupiter to die or make 

them flee : 



n. 

To die a death of glory for his country and her gods, 

Or to shout the shout of victory above his con- 
quered odds. 

He sees the Persian army, a great and mighty 
mass ; 

He knows they are approaching — but he will guard 
the pass. 

b 2 
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m. 

Yes, he and his three hundred ! — a small but 
gallant band, 

Will nobly fight and perish to protect their father- 
land. 

Their proud and patriotic hearts rise high to 
breast the storm, 

They hazard life and smile at death their duty to 
perform. 

IV. 

But lo ! a pursuivant appears, bearing a flag of 

truce — 
Ah! did he think thus easily the Spartan to 

seduce ? 
And what is his proposal? — a kingdom and a 

crown, 
If the noble King Leonidas his banner will lay 

down. 

v. 

But listen to his answer, " My sword I still shall 

wield; 
I will die a death of glory, but never will I yield. 
Go tell the mighty Xerxes his offer I disdain ; 
We will fight, and that right manfully, throughout 

the whole campaign : 
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VI. 



a 



We will fight that our fair country no Persian 

thrall may know ; 
Our hearts are far too noble to bend to foreign foe. 
And now, my men, dine heartily, with cheer send 

round the cup ; 
What though we fall in glory, with Pluto we shall 

sup. 

vn. 

" Then hurl your spears with valour, a tyrant's 
power to crush ; 

Your nearest and your dearest shall wear a deeper 
blush. 

They shall think with tender pleasure, with thank- 
fulness and pride, 

How, to shelter and protect them, ye nobly fought 
and died. 

vm. 

" Yes, fight to screen your country, and all that 

you hold dear, 
Assure the Persian warrior that Spartans know 

no fear ; 
And call upon the God of War to aid you in the 

fight, 
To turn the chance of battle in favour of the rigjit." 
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IX. 

And now the messenger departs, his stay had been 

but brief, 
To tell his lord, King Xerxes, how the proud 

Spartan chief 
Received his princely offer with anger and disdain, 
And vowed to die a noble death, rather than hold 

therein 

x. 

Over a stern, proud nation, to which he had no 

right ; 
Moreover, when receiving it, his nobleness would 

blight. 
Then said Xerxes, in his fury, " Before the sun 

goes down, 
The Spartan and his followers my victory shall 

crown: 

XI. 

" Go, quickly hoist the blazing sun, high let our 

banner wave, 
And gather there, beneath its folds, the bravest of 

the brave ; 
Haste, take the foolish hundreds, bring them alive 

tome, 
That proud and haughty monarch thall lowly bend 

the knee." 
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xn. 

The mountains of Thermopylae in stately grandeur 

stand, 
The foaming waves of Malia are breaking on the 

strand ; 
Between "them rest two armies in knighthood's 

best array, 
Each waiting for its leader's word to hasten on 

the fray. 

xm. 

The word is given— on they rush ! Say, shall the 

Greeks prevail ? 
Hark to the ring of clashing spears, of swords, 

and coats of mail ! 
The mountains echo back their cries — the war 

cries of the brave, 
And thousands fall amid the strife, or find a 

watery grave. 

XIV. 

The mighty host of Persia before its 'ponent bends, 
A stream of gory crimson with the blue water 

blends, 
And on they rush, the victors, across the marshy 

plain, 
While proudly waves the purple triumphant o'er 

the slain. 
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XV. 

Now in the vaulted heavens the silver crescent 

gleams, 
The Greeks shall carry on their work beneath her 

silver beams ; 
Of the conquered host of Persia more shall this 

night be slain, 
If the furious men of Sparta can but their bivouac 

gain. 

XVI. 

Tis well, the Persian camp is reached ; to watch 

them there is none ; 
And quickly, surely, stealthily, the bloody deed is 

done. 
Yes, thousands of their enemies, who lately led 

the van, 
Are slain within their own domain, not fighting 

man to man. 

xvn. 

But once again the sun shines forth, again the 

armies meet, 
And once again the Persians fly — so sure is their 

defeat. 
Proudly the purple banners wave, while cheering 

rends the air, 
And nevermore shall Persian threats lead Grecians 

to despair. 
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xvm. 

For what were Persia's millions to that small 
heroic band, 

Who fought with but one end in view — the free- 
dom of their land ! 

And so a third day's dawning still finds them at 
their post, 

Bold once again to risk their all 'gainst Persia's 
mighty host. 

XIX. 

But never more shall break of day behold that 

noble band, 
For, hark! a tale of treachery bespeaks their 

doom at hand ! 
Then again spoke brave Leonidas, "I fear no 

traitor foe, 
My land demands a sacrifice, and gladly will I go. 

xx. 

" Yes, gladly give my life-blood to save proud 

Greece from harm, 
And surely o'er her destinies my death shall work 

a charm." 
But, see ! they come, the traitor host, by Ephialtes 

led, 
And soon that small heroic band are numbered 

with the dead. 
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XXI* 

A Grecian shepherd's stratagem doth Persia's 
victory crown — 

Yet think not on the scroll of fame his name is 
handed down ; 

While never shall Leonidas by men forgotten be, 

For every Grecian loves to think on red Ther- 
mopylae. 



3* 
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MY TBEASURE. 

It is but a tiny treasure, 
A ringlet of light brown hair ; 

And yet to my mental vision 
It bringeth a picture fair : 

A picture that never tires, 

That aye in my heart has room — 
A picture of youth and beauty, 

A girl in her girlhood's bloom. 

And more than this lovely picture — 
It bringeth the days of yore, 

The days when we met so fondly, 
Days gone to return no more. 

For her hand she has gi'en to another, 
And her heart is no longer mine ; 

And yet from the midst of my treasures 
Her ringlet I ne'er can resign. 
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For sure 'tis a sorrowful loving, 
That leaveth no gladness behind — 

That leaveth no halo of brightness 
To light up the desolate mind. 

And though upon earth we are severed, 
And never can meet as before ; 

We may meet in the land of the blessed, 
Where marriage shall part us no more. 
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FIFTY YEAKS AGO. 

'Tis fifty years ago, Nelly, 

Since we stood side by side 
'Neath the ivy-mantled tower, 

"When I claimed thee as my bride. 
And yet it seems but yesterday, 

Time hath so quickly sped ; 
Methinks again I hear the bells 

Glad pealing overhead. 

I see again the locks of gold 

Smooth parted on thy brow, 
'Neath a crown of orange blossoms — 

Though with grey they mingle now. 
I see again thy deep blue eyes 

Sparkle with light and love, 
When I vowed to love and cherish thee 

All earthly things above. 

Again I hear the faltering words 
That made thee all mine own, 

And see e'en now the bridal flowers 
With which our path was gtaeroi. 
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I hear once more from village lips 
The words, " God bless the bride, 

Send her long life and happiness 
Whatever else betide ! " 

Ah, yes ! 'tis fifty years, Nelly, 

Since that bright August morn ; 
And 'mong the roses in our path 

Was hidden many a thorn. 
But our hearts are still unaltered, 

They suffer no decay ; 
For love then joined them one, darling, 

For ever and for aye. 
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TO ANNIE. 

'Tis but a simple offering, 

Yet take it, Annie, dear ; 
And may thy happiness increase 

With every coming year. 

May all things prosper in thine hand, 

May roses strew thy way, 
Till God Himself shall call thee hence 

To an eternal day. 

But if He wills it otherwise, 

And sorrow thee betide, 
May His great mercy keep thee still 

In peace, " God satisfied." 



& 
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WAITING. 

Waiting, yes, calmly waiting, 

In patience, and faith, and prayer, 
Till her eyes grow dim, and a tinge of grey 

Is blent with her raven hair ; 
Waiting through winter's dreariness, 

Waiting through spring's bright morn, 
E'en till the summer sunshine 

Hath mellowed the waving corn. 
Waiting through all the seasons, 

For many a weary year, 
Till her heart grows sick with longing — 

And earth seems a desert drear. 

Waiting, yes, bravely waiting, 

Though faith is oft sorely tried, 
And the noble heart and the steadfast will 

Are bent 'neath earth's seething tide ; 
Though his spirit is often weary, 

With doubts and fears oppressed, 
Though morn seems to bring no gladness, 

And evening to bring no rest, 
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Waiting till grey hairs mingle 
With the dark ones o'er his brow, 

And his frame, once strong and manly,. 
'Neath old age begins to bow. 

Ambition in time would weary, 

False hearts would succumb to fate, 
Gold would seem hardly worth waiting for — 

'Tis true love alone can wait. 
Then wait on, true hearts, and faint not, 

The trial will soon be o'er — 
And reward will but seem the sweeter, 

For the suffering gone before. 
And perchance in some far-off future, 

You will own that a gracious fate 
Was teaching a noble lesson 

When it called upon you to wait. 



4r 
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TO THE BKOOK. 

Peacefully, peacefully glide along, 
Sparkling brook, with thy murmuring song : 
Would that my spirit were like unto thee, 
For, wandering brook, thou'rt free, thou'rt free ! 

Free from the fetters that love can cast 
Over the heart, when all hope is past ; 
Free from the bondage that keeps me still 
Hoping and loving against my will. 

Beautiful brook, thou art gliding on ; 
Would that a spirit like thine I could don ! 
Flowers and stones are alike to thee, 
Dancing along in thy merry glee : 

Dancing along, all content to go 

Whither He leads thee who bids thee to flow : 

Whisper a word of content to me, 

Happy and joyous I then may be : 

Whisper, and bid me be glad to-day r 
Casting all thought of to-morrow away, 
Leaving the future to One above, 
Who keepeth us ever with infinite love. 
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THE EAEL'S DAUGHTER. 

i. 

All, all is hushed and silent, 

The busy day is spent, 
And Cynthia, in her dove-drawn car, 

Rides through the firmament. 
The lustre of her silver beams 

O'er Merton Hall she throws ; 
Now steeped in all the majesty, 

The grandeur of repose. 

n. 

Yes, all now sleep, save one fair girl, 

The Lady Violet ; * 

Though Somnus waits her calling, 

She cannot seek him yet. 
Lord Merton's lovely daughter, 

His only hope and pride, 
The heiress to broad acres, 

What can to-night betide ? 

f2 
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m. 

Her unbound golden tresses 

Fall o'er her shoulders fair ; 
Her eyes are red with weeping, 

Her knees are bent in prayer, 
The words burst from her pallid lips, 

In accents deep and wild : 
" Father ! gracious Father, 

Forsake not now thy child. 



17. 



t< 



Why must I pass into a world, 

Deceitful, proud, and cold ; 
Would I had been a peasant-girl, 

With neither lands nor gold. 
I cannot battle with the world, 

I who am but a child." 
A voice seemed through the stillness, 

To whisper soft and mild : 



v. 

" Press onward and press upward, 

For I will be with thee ; 
And rest assured that as thy day 
. E'en so thy strength shall be." 
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" God ! my God, forsake me not, 

My coming life I dread ; 
Why was I not a cottage girl 

To earn my daily bread ? 



VI. 

" They tell me I shall shine at Court, 

Thai dukes will seek my hand ; 
They tell me I shall marry 

From the noble of the land. 
They speak not of eternity, 

Of coming weal or woe ; 
They tell me not what man would reap 

That must he also sow. 



vn. 

" I know not what the world may be, 

I know nought of its joys ; 
But this I know in very truth, 

It many a soul destroys. 
Then Father, gracious Father, 

Protect Thy fearful child." 
Again a voice broke through the gloom, 

In whispers soft and mild : 
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m 

vm. 

" Oh, murmur not, my daughter, 

But look alone to Me, 
My promises can never fail, 

My strength sufficeth thee." 
Again she spoke, yet sadder : 

With more of blank despair, 
" Father ! take thy child from out 

A world so full of care. 



IX. 

" The pleasures of it seem to ring 

A death-knell to my soul ; 
And what is the reward it gives — 

What is of it the goal ? 
I am too weak to fight for Thee, 

Then take Thy feeble child." 
Again a voice spoke gently, 

In accents sweet and mild : 



x. 



" I take thee not, my daughter, 
Yet why should'st thou despair ? 

The world it is thy battle-field, 
Go do thy duty there. 
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Go follow in thy Saviour's steps, 

Think of the life He led ; 
Enow that in weakness such as thine, 

My strength is perfected. 



XI. 

" Go, daughter, fear no evil, 

I ever watch o'er thee ; 
Go, rest in peace, for as thy day 

E'en so thy strength shall be." 
And now the fair girl rises, 

Her soul all trusting love, 
She cares not what the world may give, 

Hers is a home above. 



xn. 

And fearless forth into the world 

She on the morrow goes, 
With helmet of salvation on, 

And shield to guard from foes. 
Steadfast in faith she marches on, 

Free from the world's alarms ; 
And round her, though by earth unseen, 

The Everlasting Arms. 
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BRIDAL VERSES. 

The bridal wreath, dear Annie, 
Thy brow will soon adorn, 

And I would be among the first 
To greet thee on this morn. 

The happy day is dawning, 

We hail it with delight ; 
We'll crown thee with our blessings, 

And with our prayers thee dight. 

May joy and gladness greet thee, * 
When thou standest by his side 

Before the sacred altar, 
When he claims thee as his bride. 

And may they still attend thee 
Wherever thou may'st roam, 

But most of all surround thee 
Within thy new-found home. 
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And may the walls thereof resound 

With joy and holy mirth, 
And may'st thou find within them 

A very heaven on earth. 

That thy lot may be a happy one, 

We fondly hope and pray, 
And from our very hearts will cry, 

God bless thy wedding-day ! 



& 
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FAREWELL TO SCOTLAND. 

Scotland, fare thee well ! I leave thee, 
Leave thee, yet with sad regret ; 

Tears may pass ere 'gain I see thee, 
Yet I never can forget : 

Never can forget thy mountains, 

Lofty, proud, majestic, grand, 
While, throughout thy purple highlands, 

like stern sentinels they stand : 

Never can forget thy rivers, 

Eoaring, rushing, foaming, free, 
Dashing through their rocky valleys, 

All-defiant, seems to me. 

.j 

And thy lakes, though calm and peaceful — 

Leaving these I feel regret, 
For their soft, though voiceless, language 

Seems to bid me ne'er forget. 
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But, above all other objects, 

'Tis thy people stern and cold, 
Steadfast, true, and nobleminded, 

That my heart in bondage hold. 

Leaving these, regret is nothing, 

'Tis a sorrow deep and true ; 
Yes, dear friends, 'tis painful anguish 

That I feel on leaving you. 

Leaving some, perhaps for ever — 
How my heart rejects the thought — 

Friendship, in a world so changing, 
Is with countless sorrows fraught. 

Yet, though here we part for ever, 

We shall meet again ere long ; 
Oh ! then let me cease to murmur, 

Learn to suffer, and be strong. 

For to England I'm returning, 

To my own, my native clime, 
And to those who love as I love — 

England, thou art all sublime. 

Thou canst boast no lofty mountains, 

And thy rivers smoothly flow ; 
But, where Scottish scenes ne'er move me, 

Thine can make my heart to glow I 
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Scotland, like some noble lover, 
Loves, yet lets it not appear : 

England, like a saucy maiden, 
Loves and smiles without a fear. 

One seems made to be admired, 
Haughty, steadfast, cold, and grand ; 

While the other, warm, though fickle, 
Galls for love on every hand. 

And though proud and stately Scotland 
Bound me may some tendrils fling, 

Tis to thee, my own fair country, 
That my heart doth ever cling. 

Each, I know, can boast attractions — 
Each its own defects can tell ; 

Lovely England — I'm returning ; 
Noble Scotland — fare thee well ! 



ilr 
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WELCOME TO ENGLAND. 

Welcome, dearest England, welcome, 

I again to thee return ; 
Though afar my steps have wandered, 

'Tis for thee my heart doth yearn. 

Other lands may boast their beauties. 

Other lands may be as fair ; 
And though some may fairer think them, 

Naught can I with thee compare. 

Thine is not the restless beauty 

Of our noble sister-land ; 
Thou hast nothing proud or stately 

Our devotion to command. 

Thine is such a peaceful beauty, 
Some perchance may deem it tame : 

But whatever the world may think thee, 
I will carol still thy fame. 
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Welcome; then, my own loved country, 
Welcome, dear and native clime ; 

Once again I come to wander 

'Mid the scenes unchanged by time : 

'Mid the scenes where passed my childhood, 
Would I could the time recall ! 

Then no sorrow ever blighted, 
Nor did care my spirit pall. 

Then I thought not of to-morrow, 

For to-day was all to me ; 
Blessed, happy days of childhood, 

Would I could return to thee ! 

But 'tis vain to think or wish for 
Times that long have passed away ; 

Why should joys that long have ended 
Dim the brightness of to-day ? 

Welcome, then, familiar faces, 
Welcome, friends of former years, 

Welcome, all who shared my gladness, 
All who joined my childish tears. 

Think not I can e'er forget thee, 
Open-hearted, brave, and true ; 

Men and maids of merry England, 
Where are friends compared to you ? 
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Yet, dear friends, in bonnie Scotland, 

Think, oh think me not unkind, 
For my spirit often wanders 

To the friends I've left behind. 

And, when years to come I meet you — 
Though the time we cannot name — 

You shall find my heart unaltered, 
You shall find me still the same. 

England, once again I greet thee, 
Welcome, welcome, happy clime ; 

May thy people ever prosper, 
England, beautiful, sublime ! 



♦» 
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UNDER THE MISTLETOE. 

Under the mistletoe, 

Hanging high, 
Under the mistletoe, 

You and I ; 
Kissing each other in 

Childish glee, 
Dancing for joy 'neath the 

Christmas-tree ; 
Gazing with wonder on 

Magic toys, 
Speculating on 

Coming joys : 
Thus I remember us 

Years ago, 
Under a bough of the 

Mistletoe. 

Then we were parted long, 
Years flew by ; 
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Under the mistletoe 

You and I 
Met again, not as 

Children now, 
Woman's first beauty had 

Wreathed your brow ; 
Drooping your eyelids in 

Bashful pride, 
Whispering words to my 

Fate decide. 
Oh ! how I blessed you, long 

Years ago, 
Under a bough of the 

Mistletoe. 

Under the mistletoe, 

Hand in hand, 
Thus after seventy 

Years we stand ; 
Wandering back to our 

Childish lore, 
Pressing before to a 

Golden shore ; 
Still twining round us the 

Love of old, 
Only increased a 

Hundred-fold ; 

G 
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Blessing yon now, as long 

Years ago, 
Under a bough of the 

Mistletoe. 



-# 
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HOME AGAIN. 

Yes, I'm glad to be home again, Harry, 
To lie with my head on your breast ; 

After all the excitement and pleasure, 
'Tis nice to come home and to rest. 



And it seems such an age since we parted, 
Though only a fortnight has flown ; — 

You are looking quite careworn and weary, 
While I fancy the children have grown. 

You wonder if Annie is happy ? 

Yes, if riches and pleasure combined 
Can make up for the sweet home attractions, 

That we in our quiet life find. 

It is nothing but worry and dressing, 

For theatre, party, or ball ; 
Such a life for myself would be wretched, 

As pleasure would very soon pall. 

o2 



92 BOMS AfiAIK. 

She's no time to devote to her children, 
Hear little ones scarce know her name ; 

That the world shall look up to and praise her, 
Is in life her one object and aim. 

When she showed me her glittering baubles, 
I thought of my treasures at home, 

And resolved that if once I were back, dear, 
Never more should she tempt me to roam. 

I thought of sweet Donna and Lilly, 
Of daughters the dearest and best ; 

Of Annie, and Willie, and Gissey, 
At home in our bonny wee nest. 

And I longed for their dear baby faces, 
So happy, so pure, and so bright ; 

For the clasp of their tiny arms round me, 
And the lisping, " Mamma, dear, good-night." 

And, husband, so oft in the gloaming, 
I've longed to be here at your side, 

For I fancied you surely must miss me, 
When alone in the calm eventide. 

So it's sweet to be back again, Harry, 
To be folded once more to your breast ; 

In the world is excitement and pleasure, 
But only at home is there rest. 



( 93 ) 



THE DEATH OF ALEXANDER THE 

GREAT. 

i. 

Night spreads her sable mantle o'er 

Babel's mighty towers, 
While over her proud battlements 

A fearful tempest lowers. 
The clouds are gathering thick and dark 

Upon the eastern sky, 
Yet not one whispered word to tell 

That danger draws so nigh. 

n. 

The sentinels their vigils keep, 

Before the palace wall ; 
And cheerily the cup goes round 

Within the banquet-hall. 
And there, enrobed in purple, sits, 

Upon his throne of state, 
The mighty Alexander, 

The honoured and the great : 
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m. 

The conqueror of kingdoms, 

The terror of the world, 
Who often on beleaguered walls 

His banner had unfurled. 
Around are smiling faces seen, 

The noble and the brave, 
The young and ardent warrior, 

The youthful, blushing maid. 

rv. 

They all with one accord unite 

To bid their Sovereign hail, 
And little think in one short night 

They shall his death bewail. 
They know not that among them 

A traitor passes free, 
To mix the fatal poison-draught, 

To bid all gladness flee. 

v. 

Thus, happy in their ignorance, 
All still is bright and gay, 

With dance, and song, and revelry 
The hours speed quick away. 
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But, hark ! a cry, a sudden rush, 

Their gallant chieftain falls : 
Tie sadness now, not merriment, 

Besoundeth through the halls. 



VI. 

The guests depart in deepest grief 

The dreadful news to tell, 
Yet cling to hope, and still believe 

That all may yet be well. 
But, in his splendid palace, 

Upon his couch of state, 
The mighty King of Macedon 

Knows but too well his fate. 



vn. 

All that the world can give are his, 

Power, and friends, and wealth ; 
How willingly he'd give up all 

For but one hour of health ! 
Around him press his courtiers, 

Beside him sits his wife ; 
Not one among the noble throng 

Can save or bring back life. 



96 TflX DSASH OF ATJCTANIIKB THE 0BEAT. 



Tin. 

To Perdiccas he gives a ring 

From off his trembling hand, 
And looks with speechless agony 

Upon the waiting band. 
The king of terror holds him bound, 

He, gasping, draws his breath ; 
Yet, though the world he has subdued, 

He cannot conquer death. 



TRs whispered in the city 

That Alexander dies, 
And with the speed of lightning 

The thrilling sentence flies. 
All seek the shrine of Zeus, 

And for his life entreat : 
Vain, vain, is all their pleading now, 

His pulse has ceased to beat. 



Yes, in the midst of pomp and power, 
The mighty one lies dead ; 

The world's without a ruler left, 
The state's without a head ; 
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The storm has burst o'er Babylon, 

All bend beneath its sway ; 
Nothing is heard but anguish, 

Where all was late so gay. 



XI. 

The conquerors and conquered 

Mingle their bitter tears ; 
The very air seems pregnant 

With gloom, and doubts, and fears. 
But night withdraws her mantle 

From o'er the dismal scene, 
And again a bright Aurora 

Adorns the Eastern Queen. 



xn. 

Still Diana brings no gladness, 

All hearts are filled with woe ; 
" None is worthy to succeed him," 

Is the cry of high and low. 
Come look upon the city, 

How changed in one short day : 
It proves how quickly earthly joys 

And glories pass away. 
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WHAT IS LOVE ? 

What is love ? Go, ask the infant, 
Cradled on its mother's breast, 

Wrapped within her fond embraces, 
With her soft caresses blest. 

Hark ! " It is in trust to lie 

Thus beneath her soft grey eye." 

What is love ? Ask merry children 
Playing beneath the noonday sun, 

With their blithe and happy faces, 
Life with them but just begun ; 

They will say that it is joy — 

Happiness without alloy. 

What is love ? Turn to the maiden, 
With her calm and truthful eye ; 

Her upon whose snowy forehead 
Auburn curls in clusters lie. 

She will tell with modest pride, 

" 'Tis to honour and confide." 
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"What is love ? Address the soldier 

There upon the battle-field, 
Where, to serve his native country, 

He will die, but never yield ; 
List his answer — " 'Tis the spell 
Makes me wield my sword so well." 

"What is love ? Next ask the sailor 
Tossed upon the stormy main, 

And he'll tell you though he struggles 
Thus a livelihood to gain, 

'Tis his best, his guiding star, 

When from home he wanders far. 

What is love ? Draw near the altar, 
Ask the young and blushing bride, 

As she glances, all confiding, 
To the loved one at her side. 

She will tell you, " Love is life — 

life with joy and gladness rife. ,, 

What is love ? Oh, ask the mother, 
With her first-born in her arms, 

While to her fond breast it nestles, 
Smiling, free from all alarms. 

She will answer, " 'Tis a spell 

Words can never, never tell." 
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What is love ? Last seek the aged, 
Those whom youthful joys have left; 

They will sweetly smile and ask yon, 
What were earth of love bereft ? 

*Tis the one, the only leaven, 

Than can raise our earth to heaven. 



♦ 
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WEDDING BELLS. 

Hark ! they are ringing a wedding peal, 

And forth from the holy fane, 
Is led the young bride by her chosen lord — 

Her marriage one tale of gain. 
For what though her age in the teens be told, 

While time hath his hair turned grey, 
By many and many a thousand pounds 

Her lot is enriched to-day. 



And what does it matter, though beauty and 

At a parent's stern decree, [youth, 

Have turned from all holy and pure, at the shrine 

Of mammon to bend the knee : 
For will not her diamonds sparkle and flash, 

In the halls of the titled and great, — 
While envious eyes shall look on her there, 

And sigh for a similar fate. 
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And who will will take note of a broken heart, 

Of a spirit weighed down by care ; 
Of the life crashed oat by a galling chain, 

When gold and its corse are there ? 
Yet shame, thrice shame, in a Christian land, 

That things should indeed be so— 
That ever the joyous bridal bells 

Should be freighted with so much woe. 

Bat, hark ! for again do the joy bells peal, 

And behold, in her youth and pride, 
Gomes forth a fair girl in her bridal robe, 

With her heart's choice by her side : 
No trouble cloudeth the fair young brow, 

No diamonds glitter there — 
A simple wreath of the orange flower 

Is twined in her sunny hair. 



The love light shines in her deep blue eyes, 

And she trembles with every joy ; 
Come weal, come woe, in this world below, 

No change can her peace destroy. 
For with perfect faith she hath given herself 

To the keeping of that true heart — 
And even death, with his icy clasp, 

Can scarcely their spirits part. . 
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Then ring away with a merry peal, 

Ring forth with a clashing cheer, 
For hearts that are twined in the bonds of love 

Shall knit closer from year to year. 
And the trust that began on the bridal morn, 

Shall from strength to strength be led, 
Till the love which at best is so feeble here 

In heaven is perfected. 



& 
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JN MEMOKIAM. 

Say not he was no hero — 

That soldier brave and true ; 
That last heroic deed of his 

Is equalled but by few. 

He stood upon the foundering bark, 

And with unswerving hand, 
He helped the wounded to the boats 

That brought them safe to land. 

"Doctor," they called, "there's room for you," 

But quickly he replied, 
"I will not peril you, my men," 

And for their sake he died. 

He who had often dressed their wounds 

With gentleness and skill, 
Gladly gave up his youthful life 

T' ensure their safety still. 
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We know not whom he leaves behind, 

What friends or kindred dear 
For him, in agony of heart, 

Now shed the farewell tear. 

Yet, while they weep, may love and pride 

With tears of anguish blend ; 
England with joy shall breathe his name, 

Though grief their bosoms rend. 

For this one act — this last brave deed — 

Shall stamp the noble name 
Of David H. Llewellyn 

With never-dying fame. 
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A QUESTION. 

Oh say ! why did we ever meet ? 

Or tell me, must we part ? 
And must I cut the tender cords 

That bind thee to my heart ? 

Say, must we never meet again, 

As in the days gone by ? 
And may I never watch for thee 

When evening draweth nigh ? 

May I no more in fairy dreams 
Thine own loved image blend ? 

And on my thoughts of future years 
May'st thou no more attend ? 

I cannot think that having loved, 
To all thou'lt answer No, 

And bid me, after loving once, 
For ever from thee go. 
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I know I have offended thee, 
And fain would know my fate ; 

But loving once, I love thee still, 
And loving, I can wait. 



or* 
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THE THREE CKOWNS. 

'Twas spring when first I saw her, 

Then, a bright and joyous child, 
When with young companions round her 

She with play the hours beguiled. 
And I watched them to her gaily 

Their childish homage pay, 
For with a flowery garland 

They had crowned her Queen of May. 



Years passed, again I met her, 

A blooming maiden yet, 
Her dark eyes sparkled merrily 

Beneath their fringe of jet. 
Mid a circle of fair damsels 

She the altar stood beside, 
With a wreath of orange-blossoms 

They had crowned her as a bride. 
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Once again 'twas in a vision 

That methought I saw her stand, 
Mid the holy and the blessed, 

Near the throne at God's right hand. 
But to crown or to adorn her, 

No flowers were needed now, 
For a coronet of glory 

Shone on her sinless brow. 



i^ 
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gPKING. 

Spring is coming, the joyous spring ; 
Birds in the woodlands a welcome sing ; 
Flowers arise from their wintry tomb, 
Bright in the beauty of pristine bloom, — 
Buds burst forth in their virgin green, 
Pure as the robe of some fairy queen. 

Spring is coming, the joyous spring, 
Birds from the southern lands take wing, 
Gladly they traverse the billowy foam, 
Winging their flight to their northern home, 
Shortly in concert around us they'll sing — 
" Spring hath enticed us, the glorious spring." 

Spring is coming, as some fair bride 
Smiling on all in her youth and pride ; 
Blue is the canopy o'er her head, 
Emerald arches before her are spread ; 
Flowers are strewn for her fairy feet, 
Bands of glad songsters her presence greet. 
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Spring is coming ; she spreads her wings, 
And o'er all nature a halo flings ; 
Birds, beasts, and insects she bids rejoice, 
Working a spell with her magic voice. 
Mortals be glad, for ye hear her too, 
And bid to old winter a kind adieu. 



Spring is coming, the joyous spring,— 

Nature's own minstrels her welcome sing ; 

Carol we then the same merry lay, 

Ever rejoicing from day to day ; 

Loud in the woodlands our song shall ring,- 

" Spring is returning, the beautiful spring." 



W 
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A FAEEWELL. 

Fare thee well ! No words can utter 

All the anguish of my heart, 
As I breathe the fatal sentence, 

Words declaring that we part. 

Yet, farewell ; why should I linger ? 

Would that we had never met ! 
Happy meeting, bitter parting, 

Times I never can forget. 

Wherefore, wherefore didst thou win me, 

Was it but to cast away, 
As a child might cast a plaything, 

When it wearied of its play ? 

Wherefore breathe the words, " I love thee " ? 

Fatal, cruel words to me ! 
Heart and hand were now another's, 

Hadst thou left the former free. 
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Five long years have come and ended — 
Five long years since first we met — 

Think'st thou I have loved so lightly, 
That I ever can forget ? 



Time may heal the wound now bleeding, 
Peace and love perchance be mine ; 

But a pure and stainless honour 
Never can again be thine. 



For hadst thou been pure and truthful, 
Woe like this I ne'er had known, 

As thy being o'er my pathway, 
Never had a false light thrown. 



But 'tis well that we should sever, 
False and cruel as thou art ; 

For thy pastime and thy pleasure, 
Trifling with another's heart : 



Crushing out my very life-blood, 
With thy words so cold, so strong, 

Adding, after years of friendship, 
Bitter insult unto wrong. 
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Yes, I am too poor to marry, 

Thou wouldst claim a wealthy bride 

Thou wouldst sell thy soul for riches, 
Sink thy manhood in thy pride. 



Yet perchance a day is coming, 
Ere thy threescore years be told, 

When thou'lt own the gift now scorned, 
Had a nobler worth than gold. 



Then, ah ! then, thou wilt discover, 

All that I now feel of woe, 
And perchance thou wilt acknowledge, 

'Twas not well to spurn me so. 

And it may be that a longing, 
Deep, sad, passionate and keen, 

Then shall seize thy poor, proud spirit, 
For the life that might have been : 



For the life where one had blessed thee, 
One whose heart was all thine own, 

One whose first best love for ever, 
Must be thine and thine alone. 



A FAREWELL. 115 

But 'tis done, the spell is broken, 
Faith is dead, though love survives, 

And a few words coldly spoken 
Change the currents of our lives. 

And my soul is firmer, stronger, 

For the fierce and cruel blow ; 
Though my spirit sinks and quivers, 

'Neath the agony of love. 

And my heart, though crushed and bleeding, 

Still can smile upon its pain ; 
For it knows the worst is over, 

Love can never wound^again. 

Be the step for good or evil, 

Time, and time alone, can tell ; 
Yet where'er on earth thou goest, 

Heaven bless thee. Fare thee well ! 



A 
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OUR FAIRY. 

Little blue-eyed darling, 
With her flaxen hair 

Lying in sonny circles 
On a forehead fair. 



Little elfin Edith, 

With her ruby lips ; 
Surely from the flowers 

Genii life she sips. 

For she seemeth ever 
Like some fairy thing, 

Come to dwell among us — 
Joy and hope to bring. 

From some better country, 
From some brighter sphere, 

One could almost wonder 
What had brought her here 
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With her winning freshness, 

Innocence and glee, 
And her heart so loving, 

From all falsehood free. 

All who dwell around her, 
Feel her gentle power : 

Her young life can brighten 
Many a weary hour. 

Scorn not then her loving, 
Baby though she be : 

Love is life for evermore, 
Life — eternity. 

You, our blue-eyed fairy, 
Win hearts while you may, 

Life will not be always 
What it is to-day. 



* 



( 118 ) 



IN MEMOBIAM. 

C. L. 

Gone ! in her maiden purity, 

Out from this world of care : 
To bloom for aye in a sinless land, 
To mingle her songs with a glorious band, 
To worship for ever at God's right hand — 

"What bliss can to hers compare ? 

Gone ! from earth's trouble and turmoil, 

To a home of perfect peace : 
"Where sin's dark mists she'll no more bewail, 
"Where Satan's darts can no more assail, 
"Where heavenly pleasures alone prevail — 

And joys that shall never cease. 

Gone ! in the spring of her beauty, 

Leaving her home all drear ; 
And yet could its inmates behold her now 
"With a crown of life on her fair young brow, 
'Neath sorrow and sickness no more to bow : 

Say — who would recall her here ? 
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She liveth, aye ! liveth for ever, 

Removed from all mortal strife ; 
Then weep not, she only is gone before, 
To give to eternity one link more, 
To take thee more near to the heavenly shore — 

More near to eternal life. 



*» 
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AN ANSWER 

Oh ! ask me not to give my hand, 
My heart can ne'er be thine — 

And think not that a gift so mean, 
To any I'll resign ; 

No ; he who holds my heart alone, 

Shall ever claim me as his own. 

Then breathe not love, 'tis foolishness, 

Let not my words enrage : 
And let no more fond thoughts of me 

Thy spirit still engage ; 
But let thy friendship given be, 
To one who is more worthy thee. 

Plead not thy wealth, it is not gold 
That e'er can win my heart, 

Think not that for such paltry dross 
With freedom I will part ; 

Not for a home with riches rife, 

Will I e'er take the name of wife. 
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And name not rank, 'tis naught to me, 

A throne could ne'er entice ; 
And title, a mere empty name, 

Would never me suffice : 
Though cot would seem a palace bright, 
If mutual love were but its light. 

Then ask me not to wed with thee, 

'Tis foUy still to plead, 
For even had my heart been free, 

Thou never could'st succeed ; 
Adieu ! waste no more thoughts on me, 
For thine my hand will never be. 



* 
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LOUISE OF LORNE. 

Shout, England ! shout, a princess stoops 

From all her high estate, 
From courtly pomp and pageantry, 

With one she loves to mate. 

She comes forth in her matchless grace, 

So young, so pure, so fair ; 
Glad peal the joyous wedding-hells, 

While cheering rends the air. 

And loudly let the cannons hoom, 

For one of royal line 
Stoops, with the arms of England, 

A Scottish clan's to twine. 

She stoops, yet doth she prove herself 

A princess hrave and true ; 
If royal blood flows in her veins, 

Her heart is royal too. 

Nor rank nor gold hath tempted her, 

Love hath been lord of all ; 
Let those poor souls who sell themselves, 

-Before her greatness fall. 
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Oh ! pure proud type of womanhood, 

So gentle, yet so brave ; 
Sure stronger proof of noble love 

No woman ever gave. 

And as thou com'st a new-made wife 

From out the holy fane, 
Thou needs no throne or crown, fair girl, 

In British hearts to reign. 

For Britons, aye ! love noble deeds, 

And noble acts like thine, 
For ever, on the scrolls of fame, 

Like brightest stars shall shine. 

And generations yet unborn 

Shall breathe thy name, Louise, 
With honour long as England reigns, 

Proud Empress of the seas. 

Then, Heaven protect thee, Princess, 

A happy life be thine ; 
May countless blessings throng thy path, 

Sent by a hand divine. 

May love and peace attend and reign 

Wherever thou dost roam ; 
Then wilt thou never once regret 

Leaving thy palace home. 

i a 
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Oh ! noble bridegroom, Lord of Lome, 
Guard well our daughter fair ; 

Shield her. thy gentle, brave young wife, 
From sorrow and from care. 

May that true heart that dared to win, 

For life remain her stay, 
And prove another link to heaven, 

When earthly joys decay. 

Scotland ! gladly welcome her, 
The daughter of our Queen ; 

For never did a fairer bride 
The boarder cross, I ween : 

While never did a truer heart 
E'er beat in woman's breast, 

And never was a Highland chief 
In loving, aye, more blest : 

And never was Old England 
More glad than on this morn, 

When, loyally and lovingly, 
She greets — Louise of Lome. 
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THE ROYAL BRIDE'S FAREWELL. 

Farewell, dear mother, for never more 

Shall I dwell in the palace as heretofore ; 

I have turned from all pageant of courtly state — 

With the young Callum More I have dared to mate ; 

I have cast all ambition and pride afar, 

And love has alone been my guiding star ; 

I have chosen my home 'neath the mountain's 

crest, 
And my resting-place on a brave, true breast ; 
I am leaving the palace, with all its pride, 
To take my place by my husband's side ; — 
Oh, God of my fathers, Thy smile bestow, 
And bless me, dear mother, before I go. 

Brothers, farewell, your approval smile ; 
I have chosen a home in my own fair isle ; 
The noble, the brave, and the loved are there — 
Then, tell me, has Germany aught more fair ? 
Is her grass more green, or her skies more blue ? 
Her daughters more pure, or her aona mot* tao&t 
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As brightly as ever beside the Rhine 
Shall love in our Scottish homestead shine. 
And though foreign Courts may my choice deride, 
My heart I can trust as a faithful guide ; 
To no other guide could I e'er give heed — 
Then, brothers dear, wish me a glad God-speed. 



Farewell, sweet sisters, but do not chide 
That I go from the castle a subject's bride ; — 
As happy as you, 'neath the palace dome, 
Shall I be in my own bonny Highland home. 
For love knows no limit of time or place : 
It may brighten the cottage — the palace grace ; 
To the poorest cot it can comfort bring, 
And over the castle a halo fling ; — 
And when all the years of our life are told, 
Eternity still shall its depths unfold. 
Thus, mine is a joy that can never die ! — 
So whisper, sweet sisters, a kind good-bye. 



She turned to her husband : — I go with you 
To the land of the thistle and harebell blue — 
Where the heather grows by the mountain's side ; 
Your strong right arm shall my footsteps guide. 
I will follow where'er in the world you roam, 
And loYe shall brighten our Highland home. 
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No happier woman in Britain's Isle 

Than Louise — proud daughter of brave Argyle. 

Though hundreds of friends may gemmed presents 

bring, 
The jewel most prized is the plain gold ring 
Which joined us for ever this bright March morn, 
And gave me the title — Louise of Lome. 
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AFTER LONG YEARS. 

There's not a look or tone of thine 

My soul hath e'er forgot ; 
There's not a word yon ever breathed 

That I remember not. 

And though long years have come and gone 

With changes since we met, 
The shadow of our parting hour 

Rests on my spirit yet. 

They tell me that another's hand, 

Ere long, will be thine own ; 
Another's form already claims 

In thy proud heart its throne. . 

She may be young, with beauty crowned, 

Be good, and pure, and true — 
May bring thee heaps of glittering gold, 

Rank and position too : 

But will she bring the deep true love, 

The calm and steadfast will, 
The noble heart that for thy sake, 

Can suffer and be still ? 
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If so, thou wilt indeed be blessed, 

Cloudy or bright thy sky ; 
And not e'en one of all thy friends 

Will be more glad than I. 

But if for wealth and show alone 

With freedom thou dost part, 
Thou'lt learn, perchance, when all too late, 

The value of a heart. 

Yet, surely, whatsoe'er thy lot, 

We still as friends may meet : 
Life is so short to harbour ill, 

While time is ever fleet. 

And wherefore should a cold disdain 

Spring up between us two ? 
This life's at best a pilgrimage, 

Where friends are all too few. 

If thou art happy, on my side 

No selfish wish can be ; 
God grant she love thee half as well — 

I would have died for thee t 
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THERE SHALL BE NO NIGHT THERE." 



One summer's eve, in a garden fair, 
Played a little maiden with golden hair, 
And with many a wild, exulting cry, 
She hunted the starry- winged butterfly. 

Or seated beneath a green-spreading bough, 
A garland she twined for her fairy brow ; 
But the time passed on and the day flew by, . 
And the darkness she hailed with a weary sigh. 

And sighing, she asked, "Must the day so bright 
Be always followed by dull, dark night ?" 
Oh ! child, ere thy brow has been touched by care, 
Look upward to heaven, no night is there. 

A mother I saw with her first-born child, 
And softly she hushed him with accents mild, 
As she thought in the coming years with joy, 
How proud she should be of her darling boy. 

Years flitted away and again we met, 
The anguish tears on her cheeks were wet ; 
All bright dreams of gladness had passed away, 
Her child was a trouble from day to day. 
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Yet, mother, though fickle is earthly love, 
There's love all unchanging in heaven above ; 
Press onward and upward by faith and prayer, 
For the night of sorrow ne'er enters there. 

The joy bells pealed from the old church tower, 
And bright shone the sun on the nuptial hour ; 
While many a flower with love and pride 
Was cast at the feet of the fair young bride. 

Yes, she, young maiden, was wondrous fair, 
With her snowy brow and her golden hair ; 
With her ruby lips and her eyes of blue, 
And her jewels that sparkled with many a hue. 

As again and again, in her bashful pride, 
She turned to that manly form at her side ; 
While he whispered fond words in her ready ear, 
The dreams of his boyhood all ended here. 

Oh ! why then should sorrow ere cloud their joy, 
And why should earth's crosses their hopes destroy ? 
Say, why should the loved one be torn away, 
Ere a year had passed since the bridal day ? 

Yet so it was that the husband died, 
The wife's fond prayers for his health denied; 
Their bright, happy morning too soon was o'er, 
A night of sorrow was all that it bore. 
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Yet weep not, young widow, let sorrow here 
Bring Heaven's own gladness and joy more near, 
And wean thee from earth to a land more fair, 
For the night of parting ne'er enters there. 

Then infant, and mother, and fair young wife, 
Seek, seek not thy joys in this chequered life ; 
But each look above to a world more fair, 
For we know that "there shall be no night there." 
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AN ACROSTIC. 

E aoh and every joy attend you 

D tiring time's most chequered flight ; 

W reathed with roses be your pathway, 

A 11 your earthly sojourn bright ; 

R ound your hearth my children gather, 

T> rawing you heart to heart more near ; 

P eace and plenty in your household 
R eign, and increase year by year ! 
I f my wishing but ensures, 
C aim, true joy that aye endures, 
E very good, indeed, is yours. 
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GONE. 

Gone ! yet we weep not. Baby, could we weep 
To know thee folded to thy Saviour's breast ? 

To know thee gone from our poor arms so weak 
In everlasting ones henceforth to rest ? 

happy infant ! — thus to pass from earth 
Ere yet thy feet had touched life's thorny way, 

Ere yet thy soul had felt sin's bitter curse, 
To enter on a bright eternal day ! — 

To enter on a life of perfect peace, 
Thy only work to praise and to adore, 

Thrice blessed parents, thus to know and feel 
Their child with God alive for evermore ! 
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BIRTHDAY YERSES. 

While others press around thee, 

On this thy natal day, 
And some perchance bring costly gifts, 

Accept my simple lay. 

And oh ! may many happy years, 

Each brighter than the last, 
Be sent to bless thy pilgrimage 

Ere life's brief day be past. 

May each and every birthday 
Prove friends more tried and true, 

Prove home more bright, and heaven more 
near, 
And enemies more few. 

And who can tell — with my poor wish 

A blessing may descend, 
To gild with joy the stepping-stones, 

E'en to thy journey's end. 

Then kindly, ah, yes kindly, 

Wherever thou may'st be, 
Give just one tiny corner 

In thy memory to me. 
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And though on earth we meet no more, 

Or hand be pressed to hand, 
God grant we meet when life is o'er 

In yon bright spirit-land. 

And perhaps before the Great White Throne, 

Where marriage cannot part, 
Thou'lt learn at last how true to thee, 

Was one fond faithful heart. 

Then happy be thy natal day, 
Though dearer friends are there, 

My thoughts shall hover round thee 
With a blessing and a prayer. 
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THE COST. 

" Your kind wishes for my happiness cost yon nothing." 

Not silver, gold, or copper, 

Else would their value be 
Worthless ; ah, yes, most worthless 

Either to thee or me. 

But did they cost me nothing — 

Were nights of weary pain, 
When jealousy with true love fought 

The victory to gain ; 

Were days of mental agony, 

When all my better part 
Strove to obtain the mastery 

Over my wayward heart ; 

Were tears of burning anguish 

Nothing, indeed, to pay 
For those kind words which you can treat 

Bo slightingly to-day ? 
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I know not, yet I sometimes think 

Their value shall be told, 
When truth, and right, and faith, and love 

Shall triumph over gold. 
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LOUIE. 

A wee saucy maiden, just four years old, 
With bonny brown hair, slightly tinged with gold, 
A broad, low forehead, and skin so fair 
That snowdrops and lilies seem nestling there ; 
Laughing hazel eyes, that your love bespeak, 
And long, curled lashes, that shade the cheek ; 
A nose that from artists a prize might win, 
A rosebud mouth, and a dimpled chin. 

A beautiful, chattering, laughing child, 
Free as a bird, as a gipsy wild ; 
Glancing up saucily from her play, 
Looking as fresh as a flower in May ; 
Playthings she has by the score or more 
Scattered all over the nursery floor, 
Sitting among them with winning grace, 
And a gay, glad smile on her baby face. 

This is our pet, as we see her now, 
Ere trouble or sorrow hath crossed her brow, 
Ere the world hath touched with its wisdom wise, 
Or the heart-light fled from the brave true eyes. 

k2 
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But what will she be in the coming years, 
When life shall have mingled her smiles with 

tears, 
When the first bright bloom of her youth has 

fled, 
When the dreams of her childhood lie crushed 
and dead ? 

Louie ! our darling, our pet, our pride, 
May God in His mercy, whate'er betide, 
Guide, guard, and bless you, protect and keep, 
Till at length in Jesus you fall asleep. 
Then, then, clad in beauty more fair than now, 
With a crown of life on your sinless brow, 
God grant in high heaven again we meet, 
To cast our crowns at our Saviour's feet. 
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ABBEY. 

Little Abbey, darling Abbey, 

With bright hair like burnished gold, 
Eyes of blue, all darkly glowing, 

Wealth of love their depths infold. 

Coral lips so ripe and tempting, 
Cheeks like velvet, rosy bright ; 

Little limbs so finely moulded, 
Sloping shoulders, lily white. 

Often do I wonder, darling, 

When your lips to mine are pressed, 
What would be your life's brief story, 

Could your future but be guessed. 

Would it all be bright and glowing, 
Full of love and sunshine fair ? 

Would no troubles, cares, or trials, 
Storms or shadows mingle there ? 
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Would some good man woo and wed you ? 

Would you reign a happy wife ? 
Would you be a proud young mother, 

Doting on each little life ? 

Or would life be sad and dreary, 

Passed in poverty, alone ; 
When the first bloom of your beauty 

And your girlhood should have flown ? 

Ah ! I know not, and it matters 

Very little, Abbey, dear, 
Whether life will be all brightness, 

Or with shadows mingled here : 

If your heart be pure and truthful, 
Given to your Saviour King ; 

If in all your joys and sorrows, 
Simply to His cross you cling. 

If in that life which shall follow, 
You but bear the victor's palm; 

And your brow be crowned with. glory, 
In the presence of the Lamb. 
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TO OUR LITTLE ONE IN HEAVEN. 

Gone from, us, baby darling ! 

Not all our love and care 
Could save thee from Death's ruthless grasp, 
That snatched thee from thy mother's clasp, 

The infant son and heir. 

Where art thou, baby darling ? 

Gone from our mortal sight ; 
Yet still by faith we pierce the veil 
That hides thee from our vision frail, 

In yon bright world of light. 

We see thee, baby darling, 
Upon thy Saviour's breast ; . 

For ever free from sin's alarms, 

Safe folded in His loving arms — 
Oh, thou art truly blest ! 

We hear thee, baby darling, 
Among the joyous throng 
That ever in God's presence stand, 
A holy, happy, sinless band, 
Chanting the angels' song. 



144 TO OUB LITTLE ONE IN HEAVEN. 

We follow, baby darling, 
The road the saints have trod, 
To join with thee the ransomed's cry, 
To shout the shout of victory, 
Before the Throne of God. 
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A NEW YEAE'S HYMN. 

Yeabs are ever rolling onward, 

Time is ever flying fast ; 
Listen to the last year's voices — 

To the voices of the past: 

I have given, I have taken — 

Taken that thon would'st have kept ; 
But I've given, given freely, 

Pause and think what I have left. 

" Many blessings, many warnings, 
• Pointing upward to thy God, 
Bidding thee be onward marching, 
In the straight and narrow road." 

Listen to the New Year's voices — 
" We have met and we must part ; 

But a message I have brought thee — 
'Tis, < My son, give me thy heart.' " 
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Oh, then, hasten, do not tarry — 
Give the coming year to God ; 

Sinner, why art thou so heedless ? 
Will ye scorn whom angels land ? 

Listen to the voice of Jesus — 
" I am near, whatever betide ; 

If thine heart to Me is given, 
Thou shalt rest « God-satisfied. 1 " 
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ONLY. 

Only a foreign coin — 

Only a lock of hair — 
Only some copied verses, 

And a card with a greeting, there. 

Only an album-portrait — 

Only a withered flower, 
Bringing a sweet remembrance 

Of many a vanished hour : 

Of two dark bright eyes pouring 
Their love-light into mine ; 

Of just a tiny offering — 
On old St. Valentine : 

Of one long, happy ramble 
In the " leafy month of June," 

On the river homeward sailing 
'Neath the pale beams of the moon 
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Of many pleasant evenings 
That shall return no more ; 

Of many long, sweet partings 
In the moonlight at the door : — 

These are the tender memories 
That pierce as arrows keen ; 

These are the only tokens 

Of that which might have been. 

Only these tiny treasures, 
Dearer to me than gold ; 

Only these precious memories, 
And yet 'tis a heart's life told I 
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WEITTEN ON BEHOLDING A BEAUTIFUL 

SUNSET. 

June 26th, 1859. 

Oh, thou glorious, setting sun, 
Tell, is heaven at all like thee ? 

Are the glories of that time 

Anything compared to thine, 
When I with these eyes shall see 
Jesus, clothed in inajesty ? 

Tell me, is that land more bright, 
Than the streaks thou leav'st at night, 

When thou gently sink'st to rest 

In the fair and lovely west ? 
Emerald, orange, purple, white, 
In glistening order there unite. 

Say, is heaven to be compared 

To yon sky of glorious hue — 
Tell me, shall I ever see 
Brightness that surpasseth thee ? 
Yes, I with these eyes shall view 
Glories this world never knew — 
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Glories, when I see my Lord, 
Oh, thou bright and beauteous orb, 

Glories that I cannot see 

Till I am from sin set free ; 
Glories — brilliant as thou art — 
Thou can'st only meet in part. 

When to heaven I take my flight, 
Glad in robes of purest white, 

He who bade thee rise and shine, 

I, in praising, then shall join. 
In that far-off land so bright 
God Himself will be our light. 

Oh, thou glorious setting sun, 

Clothed in gorgeous array, 
Methinks through clouds of golden light 
All heaven revealed to mortal sight, 

While farther still mine eyes survey 

The portals of eternal day. 
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A NATION'S PEAYEB. 
December 10th, 1871. 

A ory goes forth in Britain, 

A cry of woe and fear, 
A cry so great that distant lands 

The wail of anguish hear. 

One prayer is breathed in Britain, 
From cot to palace high : — 

Father, gracious Father, 
Let not our first-born die. 

Our sins, we know, are many ; 

Yet spare us, gracious God ; 
Lowly we bend before Thee, 

And own Thy chastening rod. 

We turn to Thee, Father- 
Vain is the help of man ; 

And Thou hast ever been our strength, 
E'en since our lives began. 
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A nation bows before Thee ; 

Then hear, oh hear, oar prayer ; 
In love and mercy spare us, 

And save our Prince and Heir : 

Save him to live henceforward, 

Not to himself alone, 
But through the world, from pole to pole 

Thy glory to make known. 

Enter the palace, Father, 

Assuage the sorrow there ; 
Let peace and hope within its walls 

Dawn, as the morning fair. 

Comfort the widowed mother, 
Comfort the fair, young wife ; 

Brothers and sisters comfort, too. 
And spare the loved one's life. 

Great God, in mercy hear us ; 

And with Thine own right hand, 
Bring us through shade and sunshine, 

Safe to the promised land. 
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A NATION'S PBAISE. 

February 27th, 1872. 

From the high cathedral arches, 

From the lofty palace dome, 
From the church among the woodlands, 

And the hamletcottage home, 
Rises up one glad Te Deum, 

One exultant song of praise, — 
Men and maidens, age and childhood, 

In the Psalm their voices raise. 

England's strength and England's glory, 

Bending from Thy throne on high, 
Oh I accept our true thanksgiving, 

All our gladness sanctify. 
Bless and keep our favoured country, 

Guard with zealous care our Queen ; 
Thou who from a mighty sorrow, 

Hast her Great Deliverer been. 

Guide and guard young Albert Edward, 
Bless the Prince whom Thou didst spare ; 

While with one glad voice we thank Thee, 
Who hast heard a nation's prayer. 

L 
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Bless and keep his gentle consort, 
Hay her heart he wholly Thine ; 

Hay she meet all earthly trials, 
j^Tifngr on an arm divine. 

Bless the children Thou hast given, 

Draw their infant hearts to Thee ; 
Bless and compass with Thy mercy 

All our Royal Family. 
Father, breathe a special blessing 

On the land Thy lore did spare ; 
Sanctify our glad thanksgiving ; 

Grown with joy Thy people's prayer. 
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A MERRY CHRISTMAS AND A HAPPY 

NEW YEAR. 

A mebey, merry Christmas, 

And a happy glad new year, 
To all within Old England, 

To all whom I hold dear. 

And not in England only, 
But through earth far and wide, 

May every blessing now descend 
In this glad Christmas tide. 

From the palace to the cottage 

May Christmas cheer extend, 
And in her thousand gatherings 

May love and concord blend. 

And gladly may the Christmas chimes 

Breathe gently to the old, 
That life is not of joy bereft, 

Though threescore years are told. 

l 2 



156 A KEBRT CHRISTMAS AND A HAPPY NEW YEAR. 

May red Hps gather richness, 
And bright eyes brighter glow, 

When passing 'neath the magic tree — 
The good old mistletoe. 

May the children's merry voices 

Grow loader in their joy, 
For old King Christmas comes again 

With bon-bon and with toy. 

Then again, a merry Christmas, 

And a hearty good new year, 
To all who round the wrekin dwell, 

To friends both far and near. 
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THE TUBNING POINT. 

Songsters warbling gaily 

'Mong the leafy trees, 
Joy bells borne so softly 

On the evening breeze ; 
Tiny flowerets closing 

In their mossy beds ; 
Dew-drops falling gently 

On two loving heads. 

Two dear hands caressing 
Waves of nut-brown hair ; 

Two fond lips press closely 
Others trembling there ; 

Two dark eyes down gazing 

On a fair young brow ; 

♦ 

Tones of winning softness 
Breathe a solemn vow. 

Blue eyes raised with coyness 
Meet an earnest gaze ; 

Features bright with gladness 
Catch the sun's last rays. 
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Once again are whispered 
Words oft breathed before ; 

And at length comes faltering- 
« Thine for evermore." 
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HOPE. 

Eveb hope on and fear not, 

Though clouds may round thee rise ; 
Hope, for a bright to-morrow 

Dawns in the eastern skies. 

Hope, and though sad and weary, 
Earth shall seem brighter far ; 

Hope, thou shalt find it ever 
A bright and cheering star. 

Hope, for it is the anchor 

Given to stay thy soul, 
When round it waves are dashing, 

When o'er it billows roll. 

What, though the night is dreary, 

Without e'en a silver ray ; 
Know it is always darkest 

The hour before 'tis day. 
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BEST. 

Oh ! had I but the pinions 
Of the pure and.gentle dove, 

Then would I fly from tumult, 
And seek a rest above : 

A rest beyond the reach of strife. 
Beyond the sound of woe, 

Far from this dreary wilderness, 
This faithless world below : 

Far beyond the reach of sorrow, 

Of sickness and of care, 
In a land where sin is never known, 

Where all is ever fair: 

In a land where bloom the flowers 

That never fide away, 
Where night's consumed for ever 

la everlasting day. 
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Yet, though I've not the wings to gain 

The mansions of the blest, 
God has prepared for all His own 

A great eternal rest. 

But a few more years of trial, 

Which His love doth dispense, 
Within this pathless wilderness, 

And God shall call me hence. 

Then shall I have the pinions 

Of an angel, not a dove, 
And soar with joy and gladness 

To the courts of rest above. 
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MY ALBUM. 

am turning oyer my album 
In the firelight's ruddy glow, 
And with the familiar faces 
Gomes the memory of long ago. 

For here are the Mends of my school-days, 

How well I recall them still ! 
As we conned o'er the weary lesson, 

Or walked through the gay quadrille. 

And I love to gaze on their faces, 
And think on those bygone days, 

When joy was the only feeling 
To call forth our merry lays : 

When we joined in the summer ramble, 

Or the merrier winter games, 
Though all of them now are scattered, 

And many have changed their names. 
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And then come more sober faces, 

The friendships of later years, 
When life with her sunny brightness 

Had mingled her smiles with tears. 

And here is the face of a loved one, 
Oh, would that we ne'er had met ! 

For a thought of the night when we parted 
Can shadow my spirit yet. 

And those dark, dark eyes in the picture 

Still pierce as an arrow keen, 
For they bring to my heart past gladness, 

And a future that might have been. 

And here let me close my album 

To muse on the vanished past — 
To pray 'for more faith and patience, 

Then all shall be well at last. 
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THE NATIVITY. 

Wakriobs slept, not a spear was hurled, 
Concordia ruled the then known world, 
When a star appeared in the eastern sky — 
A star of unequalled brilliancy. 

Some gazed upon it with glad surprise. 
Millions beheld it with wondering eyes ; 
'Twas a messenger star, and brought to earth 
Glorious news of immortal birth. 

Waiting and watching, yet grossly blind, 
Such was the state of the human kind ; 
They looked for a king with power divine, 
Yet knew not the mighty Saviour's sign. 

Wisdom there was that traced aright 
That star of hope to the manger bright, 
Where, lulled and soothed by a mother's lays, 
Peacefully rested " The Ancient of Days." 

A manger bed and a stable home, 
To this He stoops from a heavenly throne ; 
Behold Him there, in His lowly guise, 
Lord of the heavens, the earth, and skies ! 
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Humbly before Him they meekly bow, 
And gaze with joy on His fair young brow ; 
Gladly offering low at His feet 
Presents of gold and of spices sweet. 

And Mary, the virgin mother mild, 
Gazed with joy on her first-born child : 
Her Saviour, King, and glorious God, 
Whom angels and archangels laud. 

But is there none to tell of His birth, 

To herald the joyful news to earth ? 

Yes, angels appeared to swains that night, 

Who watched their flocks by the moon's pale light. 

And never before from heavenly spheres 
Had penetrated to human ears 
Music so charming, sublime, and grand, 
As swelled from that bright angelic band. 

" Cast aside all doubts and fears, 
Cast away all sighs and tears, 
For unto you is born for aye 
The brightness of Eternal Day. 

44 Glory, in the highest glory, 
Listen to the wondrous story : 
God, the mighty God, descends, 
From high heaven to you He bends." 
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The angels ended their joyful psalm, 
The shepherds hastened to Bethlehem, 
There to behold with raptures wild 
The heavenly, meek, and lowly child. 

Pinto might quail, nay e'en despair, 
When thus the Monarch of earth and air 
Meekly descended on loving wings 
To dwell on earth with us meaner things : 

When gladly leaving His throne on high, 
He came to suffer, to bleed and die ; 
He came to bring all peace to earth, 
To give to our souls a brighter birth. 

He came to set us from bondage free, 
To give to us immortality ; 
He came this rebel world to save, 
And thus His banner o'er Satan wave. 
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A CAEOL. 

Again returns the happy morn 

On which the Prince of Peace was born, 
And we with angels join to sing 

Glory to our conquering King. 

Glory to Him who died to save, 
To make us victors o'er the grave ; 

Who left His mansion in the skies. 
And came to us in lowly guise. 

Glory to Him who intercedes, 
Who ever with the Father pleads; 

" Emanuel the Holy One, 
God's only well-beloved Son." 
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THE OLD LIFE AND THE NEW. 

How the old days seems to vanish, 
As I watch the ruddy glare 

Of the fire-light as it flickers, 
All my past life dying there. 

All the fond words I have cherished 
Fading slowly from my sight, 

All the hopes that once were brightest 
Passing from my heart to-night. 

While I look back half in sorrow 

To the life for ever gone, 
Though I welcome, oh ! so gladly, 

Of a bright new life the dawn. 

Thus I gaze upon the embers 
All the tokens that remain, 

Of that life so fraught with anguish, 
Half with gladness, half with pain. 
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And I watch them fading, dying, 

Till each vital spark has fled, 
Knowing with those smouldering letters 

All my former life is dead. 



Thus, then, the last links are broken, 
All my future life is thine, 

All the coming years, my dear one, 
To thy keeping I resign. 



And I feel assured with thee, love, 
All things I can do and dare, 

Casting all my woman's weakness 
On thine heart so strong to bear. 



Oh ! how often I have murmured, 
Battling vainly with my fate, 

Looking back I had been blessed 
Had I only learnt to wait : 

Had I only learnt the lesson 
That our Father knoweth best, 

Taking meekly all life's crosses, 
Trusting Him to make them blest. 

M 
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So in the new life just budding, 
In the life but just begun, 

Ever be our motto, darling, 

"Father, dear, Thy will be done." 

Pass thine arm once more around me, 
Breathe the same words as before : 

^^* ^^ ^^ ^^* ^^* 

Doubt not, dearest, I believe thee, 
And am thine for evermore. 
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TO M. H. 

I see thee in thy beauty, 

In thy fair and matchless grace, 
While smiles of childish happiness 

Play round thy youthful face. 

I see thee at thy studies, 
With thought upon thy brow, 

And I pause to think if ere thou'lt be 
More serious than now. 

I see thee as a sunbeam, 
Flit round when school is o'er, 

And I think thou art if possible, 
More lovely than before. 

I hear thee speak of home 

With joy upon thy brow, 
And I wonder if thou'lt always be 

As loving as thou'rt now. 

I hear thy ringing laugh, 
Sweet as any I have heard', 

And I think thou art as joyous, 
And as free as any bird, 
m2 
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I hear thy sweet voice joining 
In the praises of the Lamb, 

As thou standest erect and beautiful, 
Yet humble, gentle, calm. 

And as I watch I breathe a prayer, 
That one day you may rise 

To sing the sacred song above, 
With angels in the skies. 



-# 
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NUPTIAL ODE AND ACEOSTIC. 

E tebnal Father, God of love and life, 

D eign Thou to smile on bridegroom and on bride ; 

W ith blessings countless as the stars surround 

them; 
I n life's brief day be Thou their guard and guide, 
N or leave them nor forsake them e'en to the 

eventide. 

A round them may all good for ever cling, 
L ove, peace, and plenty increase year by year, 
I n all their ways may they acknowledge Thee ; 
G rown them with joy and gladness. Be Thou 

ever near — 
E ven should years bring crosses — to comfort them 

and cheer. 

W hat more then can I ask for, gentle bride, 
A 11 that is bright and sunny do I wish for thee, 
L ove, infinite and pure, be aye thy guide, 
T ears all unknown in home's sweet witchery, 
E ver in faith and hope may'st thou abide, 
B esting in trust thy chosen lord beside. 
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E ach year, proud bridegroom, bring moregoy to 

thee, 
M ay children gather round thy well-spread board ; 
M ay all high noble aims rewarded be, 
A nd with thy wealth thy God and King adored. 

« 

L ong years of life and mutual love be thine, 

A nd when at length from hence thou'rt called 

away, 
S ure of one love, eternal and divine, 
T ake thou thy flight to realms of endless day. 
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LINES WEITTEN ON THE FIBST LEAF 

OF A SCKAP-BOOK. 

All success to your scrap-book, dear Louie, 
Contributions be bright, and come fast ; 

May it flash with keen wit and gay colour, 
From the title page e'en to the last. 

May dear friends and relations endeavour 

That to you it amusing may be ; 
May you think on the givers whenever 

Their gifts in your album you see. 

Your life is a scrap-book, my darling — 
God grant that most pages be bright ! 

May the sun of His love shine upon it, 
And illume every leaf with its light. 

May faith and truth gleam in the pictures, 
May courage and candour be there, 

May charity temper the bright ones, 
And hope make the dark ones more fair. 
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May the last stand out clearest of all, pet, 
With faith, hope, and love be made bright, 

When you pass from this dark world, my dear 
one, 
To dwell in the mansions of light. 



^ 



( 177 ) 



I WOULD NOT LIVE ALWAY. 

I would not live alway 

In this world of sin and care, 
Where sorrow, pain, and misery, 

Are mixed with all things fair. 

I would not live alway 

With enjoyment for my guide, 
In a whirl of sin and pleasure, 

With not a thought beside. 

I would not live alway 
Without either end or aim, 

Save a life of worldly glory — 
A paltry, worthless fame. 

I would not live alway 
In forgetfulness of God — 

Forgetful of His goodness 
Whom saints and angels laud. 
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But I would live alway 
In the sight of One above, 

Who watches us through weal and woe 
With everlasting love. 

Yes, I would live alway 

Of Jesus Christ to tell, 
And to bless the gracious Giver 

Who doeth all things well. 



* 
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LINES IN ANSWER TO THE QUESTION, 
" WHAT IS LOVE ? " 

Raise not the veil, if you expect to find 
Under its shadow aught of perfect bliss ; 
Dream not that Heaven, though she proveth kind, 
Offers to mortals all they ask or wish. 
Love is a mixture both of joy and woe, 
Perfect in nothing, yet it seems to bring 
Heaven so near to creatures here below, 
Joy would depart should it from earth take wing. 
Ask not too much, be thou content to take, 
E'en for thy wife, a woman tried and true ; 
God sends not angels here their homes to make— 
Earth were too bright if it their presence knew. 
Rest, then, in one pure heart, nor for perfection 
sue! 



& 
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MY JEWELS. 

You have shown me your jewel-casket, 
And the gems that lie glittering there ; 

And now I will show you mine, love, 
More precious, and rich, and rare. 

Our home is the casket that holds them, 

These jewels I love so well ; 
And their setting was moulded long ago, 

In the old church in the dell : 

When a bridal ring pressed my finger, 
And a heart, both tried and true, 

In love's strong links met mine, dear, 
One from thenceforth, not two. 

Our Meta first graced the setting, 
A pearl, clear, and pure, and white ; 

Then Harold, a diamond flashing, 
So dauntless, and brave, and bright. 
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With Edith, his little twin sister, 

Our opal, in which we trace 
The flash of his daring spirit, 

Subdued by a gentle grace. 

Next Hubert, a bright burning ruby, 

Then Ethel, a topaz fair, 
Sixth Hugh, our sparkling sapphire, 

So noble to do and dare. 

Then Herbert, twin brother to Ernest, 

Amethyst and emerald clear ; 
While, lastly, was given turquoise Nell, 

Our month-old baby dear. 

So this is a list of my treasures, 

And am I not rich indeed, 
With these brave young hearts to love me, 

And succour in time of need ? 

And may God ever keep my darlings, 
May He claim them for His own ; 

Then brightly Bhall gleam my jewels 
In the light of the Great White Throne. 
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MINE. 

Mine, and mine only, mine for ever now ; 
Mine by the pledge of holy marriage vow : 
Mine, a free gift, not bought with rank or gold — 
Mine, and than wealth more dear a hundred-fold. 

Mine, ah yes, mine, thou giv'st for love's dear 

sake 
All that I ask, and I the offering take ; 
Take it, my darling, as a precious trust, 
Lip presses lip, and every doubt is hushed. 

Mine, the pure heart that beats against my own, 
Affection for others, but love for me alone. 
Let praise or blame across thy pathway fall, 
Happy and blest am I in sharing all. 

Mine in my joy, and brighter far will be, 
Even life's sunshine, when 'tis shared with thee. 
Mine in my woe, the gloom will seem less deep 
When thou art near, sweet company to keep. 
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Mine, ah yes, mine, my honour to sustain, 
Bright and unsullied shall it aye remain ; 
For to thy keeping, darling, it is given, 
Smiled on and bleBsed by an approving Heaven. 

Mine, my true wife, even though death may part, 
Soul shall meet soul, as heart now beats to heart ; 
Until at last we stand upon Emanuel's ground, 
And mortal love shall be with love immortal 
crowned. 
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SAFE. 

Safe, darling — safe for ever ; 

No chilling doubts or fears 
Can ever cross our minds for thee 

Through all the coming years. 

The little golden head is laid 

Down to its quiet rest, 
The little ransomed spirit dwells 

On high among the blest. 

And while we mourn our darling dead, 

Her gladness is complete ; 
We tread with toil the dusty road, 

She walks the golden street. 

We bend beneath a weight of woe, 

Of trouble and of care : 
No breath of aught save happiness, 

Can ever reach her there. 
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Earth with a thousand tempting wiles, 
Friends from us here may sever ; 

But the true-hearted loved and lost, 
They shall forsake us never. 

She ours remains, and once again 

Shall meet our raptured sight ; 
When on this sin-stained world shall break 

The resurrection light. 



^ 
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